: "The Night before LA RRY 
was ſtretch'd. 


Sold by J. Evans, No. 41, Long-lane. 


113 night before Larry was ſtreteh'd, 
The boys they all paid him a viſit, 
And bit in their ſrcks tod they fetch'd, 

They ſweated their duds till they riz it ; 
For Larry was always the lad, 

When a friend was condemn'd to the fqueczer, 
But he'd fence all the tods that he had, 

To help his poor friend to a ſaee-er, 

And moiſten his gob *fore he died. 


I'm ſorry now, Larry, ſays I, - 
To ſee you in this fitaation, 
Pon my conſcience, my lad, I don't lie, 
Fd rather it had been my own ftation ; 
Och honey, tis all over, ſays he, 
For the neck-weea I'm forc'd to put on, 
80 by this time to-morrow you'll ſre, | 
'Your Larry will be dead as mutton, 
Bckays why, my courage was good. 


": they came crowding ia faſt, _ 
| 5 1 all the'r tools round about him, 
Nine glims round nis trap-caſe they plac'd, 
He could not be wak'd well without them H 
I'd if he was fit for to die, - 
Wichout having firſt duly repented ? 
me s Larry, that's all in my eye, 

is only by gownſmen idvented, 
.*-—  Toget a far bit for demſelves. 


Tie broads being call'd for, they play'd, 

TH Larry found one of them cheated, 
A dart at his napper he made, 

[rde ld being cafily heated) 

He faid, by the holy, teef, . 

II ſplinter your full with my daddle, 

Ton cheat me bekays!'m in grief, 

Dot foon l' demoliſh your noddle, 


5 . * ; 
SL a6 leave you your claret to drink. 


.—* 


CR came ame the prieſt with his book, 
dim fo ſmoorh and ſo civil. 

+: Larry ripe Mas Kilmainham look, 
„Kad pitch'd his big wig to the devil; 
Tua feng a little his head, 

2 lng a drop of the bottle, 

O the hemp will be round my throttle, 

And jam my wind-pipe to death. 


So mournful theſe laſt words he ſpoke, 
We all vented our tears in a ſhower, 
For my part I thought my heart broke, 
+. To fee him cut down like a flower; 

. his travels | watch'd him next day, 

WH 4 1 
IN O lack Kptch, I thought I ſhould kill him, 
Not one word poor Larry did ſay, : 

: "Nor 'd till he came to King William, 
Fat O then his colour began to grow white. 


. When he came to the nubbling chit, 
rack d up fo neat and fo pretty, 0Þ"_ —* 

The rumbler mov'd off from his feet, 

So he dy'd with his face to the city 

He kick'd ton. hut ther was all nei 


>. 


